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	1. Chapter 1

The hour was late. It was a peaceful night, the night animals did their little nightly sounds who Loa, found ever so relaxing together with the sound of crashing waves against the cliffside. The night had certainly started off well on good old Berk. An island of vikings who spent their time doing vikingy things. Fishing, trading, plundering. Or at least that is what they all would do if they had more time for it. But sadly, much of their time is devoted handling the pests. While most places bitch and moans about rats or insects, the Berkians suffer from a family of creatures known as-

A large explosion from the outside woke the Haddock family up. Stoick was up first and immediately rushed out to confront the threat outside. Hiccup followed suit and took a look out for a second just before he closed it to block out a gout of fire.

"Dragons" Loa hissed.

Loa picked up his helmet adorned with Deadly Nadder horns and grabbed his trusty old mace. He equipped his leather chest piece over his muscular frame, steel wristbands on his well built arms and gave a stroke to his three-days beard before heading out to combat with Hiccup.

Both he and Hiccup ran out the house and hurried to their decided positions. Hiccup went to the smithy to fix the weapons of the other vikings and Loa gathered up with a small group of other young vikings which held the duty of putting out the fires that the dragons made.

"Morning young ones" Loa greeted and joined them in filling the buckets with water. He looked around to make sure that everyone was present.

They had the fighting blonde, Astrid Hofferson, whom Loa considered just about the only one fit to challenge him to a duel.

They also had Ruffnut and Tuffnut, the destructive and air headed twins.

Then there was Fishlegs, the morbidly obese, clumsy and untalented boy whose basically only redeeming quality was his knowledge of dragons. He is like the book of dragons, the walking edition!

And finally, there was Snotlout. A brash, dim witted and bragging boy who is too cocky for his own good. And the only viking which Loa would call a friend.

"Don't be so condescending" Astrid replied. "You are only two years older than us" she said as she stacked up the buckets.

"I am, which makes you younger than me"

Astrid was about to retort but was interrupted as the night was suddenly strongly lit up as a house was set on fire.

"FIRE! Get moving everyone!" Astrid shouted, grabbing a bucket and rushing to action.

"You heard the lass, move your asses" Loa exclaimed.

Together they all grabbed a bucket of their own and tried to put out the fire. Another building caught flames and Loa ordered Snotlout and the twins to take care of it.

Loa's blood was pumping and adrenalin rushed through his body as he witnessed the ongoing raid. And all while he was working his damnedest to put out the burning houses, he got glimpses of vikings slaying dragons left and right. He saw Spitelout strangle a deadly nadder, Phlegma bashing a Hideous Zippleback with her mace and he was pretty sure that he saw his father, for just a moment, tear off a Gronckles head.

Things was going well in the early morning, the houses were being put out, dragons were being slain and no viking casualties. But everything changed when the crowning jewel of dragons attacked.

It was so sudden you barely had a chance to react. Loa was tossing water when it came. The sound was enough to make him freeze on the spot. That horrible shriek sent shivers down his spine. "NIGHT FURY" some viking yelled. "Take cover". And before he knew it, there was a flash of light, a great explosion and the catapult tower came crashing down.

No one had ever seen or fought it before. Because no sane man or woman would ever dare to confront it.

Many vikings ran to take positions were they could better hide from the wrath of the Night Fury, giving many dragons the chance to grab their livestock and other resources.

Loa put out the last bit of fire on a house when he saw Hiccup running down the village with some weird wheelbarrow looking thing. "What is he doing out of the forge?" Loa groaned. He was about to follow after until he heard a scream.

"AHH!" someone yelled. Loa turned around and saw a viking being pushed down by a monstrous nightmare, his hands the only thing that keeps its jaws from clamping down on him.

"Hold on!" Loa exclaimed and grabbed his mace from the table with buckets. He ran forward as fast as he could, his mace held high.

When he was close enough he gave a strong whack to the head. The dragon reeled back and shook it's head around. He took his chance and bashed it yet again. The dragon roared in anger and went for Loa with jaws wide open. The viking he had saved came to his aid and tried to decapitate the beast with his axe, but its hard scales barely took a dent from the attack by the exhausted viking. The dragon hissed and took flight away from the fight.

"Whew, I though it had me there for a minute. Thanks for the rescue, kid. You are making Stoick proud!" the viking said.

"Don't mention it, but you should probably seek cover. We don't know when that cursed Night Fury will strike again"

"Truer words has never been spoken. Take care of yourself kid"

Loa now hurried off to Hiccup, praying that harm had not yet befallen him. He quickly found him at the edge of a cliff pointing a catapult/crossbow out, aiming for seemingly nothing. "Come on, give me something to shoot at"

"Hiccup!" Loa exclaimed. Hiccup turned around to meet his brother with nervous eyes. "Please don't tell dad" Hiccup begged.

"Freya's tits, Hiccup! What in Odin's great name do you think you are doing?"

"I'm finally gonna do it. I'm finally going to kill a dragon. And with this thing" he gestured towards his invention. "I'll finally be able to do it"

Loa sighed. "Hiccup-" He was interrupted by a familiar shriek. Another flash of light appeared and for just a quick moment he could see a shadow fly by. It wasn't all that big, but it was the fastest dragon he had ever seen. With the sound of the creations launch and Hiccups fall, a roar was heard as it crashed into the woods. _Did... Did he just..._

"Woho, I did it, did anyone see that?" Hiccup asked no one in particular.

Loa heard a growl from behind and slowly turned. "Um, I think he did". The monstrous nightmare from before stood there, growling and hatred burning in its eyes. "Run, Hiccup. Run!"

They ran towards the heart of the village, hoping for any sort of help. Loa held off the Monstrous Nightmare to the best of his ability, which sadly, was not much without proper training. The best thing he could do was to keep the Nightmare at a distance while he and Hiccup made their way towards the heart of Berk, where there would most likely be stronger and more experienced vikings.

Soon they were close to the center and the Nightmare was catching up to them. Loa tried to deliver another blow to the dragon, but it had learned from the earlier ones. It reeled back and then quicker than a viper it bit down on the mace and tossed it away.

Now Loa was not simply afraid. He was terrified. He turned on the heel and picked up Hiccup as he made a run for it. He held Hiccup close as he hid behind the great wooden pillar. He could feel the hairs on his body burn as the Nightmare coated the pillar with its fire. It collapsed, revealing the two young lads that were covering for their lives.

The Monstrous Nightmare relished the moment as it slowly made its way towards them, licking its scaly lips as it got closer. And with a mighty roar, they thought it was all over.

Then as they heard a loud yelp they realized that the roar was not from a dragon. They turned to where the Nightmare stood and now between it and them stood their father. Even if Thor himself had descended from the heavens it wouldn't have given off such a calming feeling as the sight of his father, standing like a wall in front of them, ready to take anything that the dragon had to give and dish out even more.

With a growl, the dragon intended to spray him with a gout of fire. Stoick stood... well, stoically in front of the dragon. But instead of a fiery inferno, there was only a small burp and some fiery spittle. It shrunk in its place, looking at Stoick pitifully.

"Out of fire" Said Stoick and delivered a few more powerful punches and kicks to the massive dragon. As the dragon realized that it was a lost fight it took flight and flew away from the battle. And with it, so did every other dragon seem to leave as well.

Every eye turned towards the two cowering boys. Or more specifically, Hiccup. The two lads got back up on their feet and turned to face the looks of the entire village. But one look stood out form the rest. The others looked at Hiccup with anger, but not Stoick. His gaze was filled with disappointment.

"Sorry, dad" was the sole thing Hiccup said as he separated from his brother.

_Ok Hiccup, you are already on thin ice, like paper-thin-soon-about-to-drown-and-freeze-thin. So what ever you do, dont say anything stupid. For the love of the gods, don't say anything-_

"Atleast I shot down a Night Fury"

_Stupid. _Thought Loa.

Stoick promptly grabbed Hiccup and started pulling him back to the house. "No no, dad, swear I hit one. It landed somewhere off in the wood. If we organize a search party we can-"

"Stop" Stoick exclaimed. "Just, stop. Wherever you go, disaster follows. Winter is coming and I have to help keeping my people fed"

"To be perfectly honest, dad, don't you think the people could use a little less food?"

"This is not a joke, Hiccup! Why can't you ever follow simple directions" Stoick asked, growing more agitated by the seconds passing.

"I-I cant help it, dad. When I see a dragon I just have to... kill it, you know. That's who I am, dad"

Stoick let out a sigh. "You are many things, Hiccup, but a dragon slayer is not one of them" Stoick said, obviously hurting Hiccup's feelings. Hiccup turned to Loa, hoping that he would help him somehow. Maybe stand up for him, say something to help his case.

Loa caught this look and tried to pretend like it was nothing. What was he supposed to do? Say that Hiccup had indeed shot down a Night Fury? The very idea was ludicrous. But at the same time, he couldn't just let his brother take the brunt of this without doing something to help, no matter how insignificant it might be. And there was only one thing he could think of that might help.

"Dad, wait" Loa called out. A she spoke he could see a small grin spreading on Hiccup's face. "I don't believe that he actually hit a Night Fury". As he said this the whole town nodded in agreement while Hiccup looked at him like: "Are you kidding me?". "But I know for a fact that he definitely hit something and that it did crash into the woods. Let me accompany him into the forest and try to find this thing"

The whole town murmured. "I dont know, Loa" Said Stoick. "It could be dangerous"

Loa shook his head carelessly. "I saw at which height and speed it flew as he shot that thing. It is not possible that that thing could actually survive that fall. If we find it, it's gonna be dead. We'll just collect its head and bring it back as proof"

Stoick pondered this for a moment and looked around the village to see what the people thought. The whole village seemed to be all for the idea. As long as they get rid of Hiccup for an hour or two. And ultimately, he relented. "Very well. You may go" he said as he let go of Hiccup.

Loa tugged at Hiccup's jacket and motioned for him to follow him back to the house. "Come, let's go find an axe and then your dragon"

The two young vikings trudged endlessly through the great and thick woods. Over his shoulder, Loa carried a mighty axe with little effort and to his left was his growingly frustrated brother who continuously made small x's on his little map over the island. They had searched nonstop for hours after his dragon but their search seemed to be for naught. Hiccup made another x on his map and then started to scribble in his small book in frustration and slammed it shut. "Great. This is just great" Groaned Hiccup.

Loa gave him a pat on the back. "Come on now, little man. I'm sure that we will soon find it"

"I'm starting to doubt it. Most vikings lose their cup or their axe but not me. I lose an entire dragon". In a small fit of rage he decided to take out his anger on a nearby branch which resulted in quick retaliation from the tree. Loa just stood there and chuckled at his little brother's misfortune. "The gods do not seem to favor you this day"

Hiccup was about to make a retort until he saw something. Broken branches and a plowed up path that led down a hill, as if something had crashed here. "Loa!" he cried out.

Loa looked at where Hiccup was looking and saw what it was that had gotten him so excited. He could not deny that he too was feeling a bit excited over the prospect that Hiccup was soon about to kill his own dragon. Or at least claim what was left of it.

They followed the path downwards until they came across something Loa could never have expected. A dragon unlike anything he had ever seen before. It was relatively small, medium sized at best for a dragon. Couldn't be more than six, maybe seven meters long. It was jet black with a pair of massive, tied together, wings. His gaze followed further down its tail and noticed that it lacked one tail fin. _It must have been torn off when it crashed_. He thought. He looked up and saw that Hiccup was staring at the dragon's head. Or to be more specific. He looked into its eye. Its devilish green, catlike eye.

"It can not be. The Night Fury? You actually shot down the Night Fury?" Loa asked in disbelief.

But Hiccup did not seem to hear him. He saw completely entranced by the dragon's gaze. Loa gave Hiccup a nudge which snapped him out of it. Loa extended the axe to Hiccup. "Go ahead, Hiccup. Prove to everyone that you are a real viking"

Hiccup took the axe in his hands, struggling to hold it up. "Ok dragon, I'm going to... I'm going to cut your head off. And then I'm going to bring it back to dad. I am a viking. I AM A VIKING!"

Loa backed off a bit as Hiccup raised the axe high. But just as he was about to dish out the killing blow, he stopped. They looked down at the dragon. It closed its eyes and laid its head to rest. Was it giving in? Was it simply accepting it's fate, just like that?

_Maybe it knows that it is over and that there is nothing it can do. Still, this is something I have never seen before._

Now it was Loa's turn tog get lost in the dragon's features. There he stood, silently wishing that if there was such a thing as a valhalla for dragons, then he desired for this dragon to go there. This moment proved that it was more than a mere beast. It was a true warrior on the field and it understood when it was defeated. "Rest in peace, you glorious creature"

_SNAP!_

Loa snapped out of his mental state and looked down at Hiccup to see him cutting up the ropes that bound the dragon down.

"HICCUP! NO!" Loa shouted, reaching out to hinder his foolish brother. But before he could reach him, the dragon pounced on them. It used its great wing to shove Loa aside, now standing over Hiccup with a furious glint in its eyes.

Loa looked around for something to use and saw the axe he had handed to Hiccup. He grabbed it in his meaty hands and raised it high, crying out a hellish scream as he intended to decapitate the black nightmare.

Before he could come close enough, the dragon turned to face Loa and launched a purple blast to the axe. The explosion that ensued shattered the axe and the force of the blast pushed Loa down to the ground again, hopelessly watching as the dragon closed in on Hiccups face, inch by inch.

It opened its maw and inside was a row of sharp teeth that would soon tear into his little brothers flesh. It reared it's head back and then launched forward, roaring a might roar in Hiccup's face and ran off.

Minutes passed of them just staring into the trees of which behind the Night Fury had escaped. Slowly, ever so slowly, they pulled themselves back up on their feet. Loa tore his gaze from the distance and looked towards his intact brother who stared back at him.

Then everything changed in an instant. Worried gazes turned into looks of pure, unadulterated rage. Loa stamped forward until he came face to face with Hiccup. He pushed him down to the ground.

Hiccup looked up at Loa with fear. "L-Loa... please" he begged in vain.

Loa brought his fist up and punched down as hard as he could.

Hiccup flinched. But when he noticed the lack of pain he looked around. He looked to his left to see that Loa's fist had collided with the hill he was laying on. He looked back up at Loa, some of his anger faded, but not all.

"This" he growled and gestured towards the entire area and to himself. "is the last time you ever receive any help from me". And with that he stormed off, with Hiccup keeping at least a total of twenty feet away from him.


	2. Chapter 2

The way home was long, tedious and most of all, quiet. It was as if the forest itself and all it creatures wished to show respect to the two vikings need for silence. Hiccup didn't dare to approach his brother, not after what had just happened. And to be quite honest, he didn't blame Loa. He too was internally kicking himself and cursing himself off for not being able to kill the scourge of every viking on Berk.

The sun had already set by the time they got home. Loa entered the building first and they were quickly greeted by an ecstatic father, who was hoping whole-heartedly that they would have brought home a trophy. "My boys! Good to have you back. So, where is the beastie?" he asked.

Didn't look up to meet his fathers gaze, he felt too ashamed to do so. "The dragon had escpaed from its binds. It was gone by the time we got there."

Stoick's heart fell. He had allowed himself to hope that Hiccup would have actually done something worthy of positive notice for once. He let out a deep sigh, disappointed that his son would still not receive the recognition of the village. "I see..." He looked up and saw that his youngest tried to sneak up to his badchambers, but he was not going to get away so easily. "Hiccup."

Hiccup flinched slightly, realizing that he had failed. "Dad... I have to talk to you, dad." Hiccup said, and climbed down just a few steps so that he could speak to his father on equal hight.

"I need to speak with you, too, son."

They both took deep breaths before they spoke. Loa took a seat and grabbed himself a mug full of honey mead to try and drink away the shame of being brother to such a spineless coward. He took a few gulps as they said:

"I don't want to fight dragons." said Hiccup. But at the exact same time, Stoick said: "I think it's time you learn to fight dragons."

Loa almost shocked on his mead and as he recovered all three of them spoke in unison: "What?"

"Uh, you go first" Said Stoick.

"No, you go first" Said Hiccup.

"Alright" Stoick said as he rubbed his hands together taking another breath of air. "You get your wish. Dragon training... you start in the morning"

Loa was at a loss for words as to what to say next. Luckily, Hiccup was not in the same position. "Oh, man, I should have gone first. 'Cause, I was thining, you know, we have a surplus of dragon-fighting vikings, but do we have enough bread-making vikings or small-home-repair vikings?"

"You'll need this." Said stoick as he tossed him an axe which Hiccup inelegantly caught with both his arms.

"I don't want to fight dragons" Hiccup said, his voice slightly shaking.

Stoick just chuckled. "Come on, yes you do."

"Rephrase. Dad, I can't kill dragons."

"But you will kill dragons."

"No, I'm really very extra-sure that I won't."

"It's time, Hiccup."

"Can you not hear me?"

And in an instant, the tone of the conversation changed. It turned from being somewhat encouraging and lighthearted to being serious and stern. "This is serious, son." He said and gestured to the axe. "When you carry this axe, you carry all of us with you. Which means you walk like us, you talk like us... you think like us. No more of... this." He said and gestured towards Hiccup.

"You just gestured to all of me". Loa chuckled a bit at that, which earned him an angry stare from Hiccup, but Loa did not seem to notice, or if he did, he didn't care.

"Deal?"

"This conversation is feeling very one-sided."

"Deal?" Stoick almost shouted.

"Deal." said Hiccup, hesitating.

Stoick nodded contently, and lifted up a basket filled with what they could only guess was food and carried it over his shoulder and headed for the door. "Good. Train hard, i'll be back. Probably." Said Stoick.

Loa reacted very hard to this. He almost twisted his body a full 180 degrees.

"And i'll be here. Maybe." said Hiccup as Stoick exited the door. A few moments of silence before Loa stood up so harshly that the stool he was sitting on fell backwards. Loa rushed out the door to try and stop Stoick. "Father, wait!" Loa called out.

Stoick turned around. "What's the matter son? Has Hiccup done something already?" He said jokingly. But Loa was not going to be fooled. He could tell that there was some hint of worry and even, to Loa's surprise, a bit of fear.

"Dad, where are you going?" Loa asked.

Stoick looked confused for just a second but then he remembered a crucial detail. "Oh yes, that is right. You were not there on the meeting in the grand hall." Said Stoick. "Me and a couple of brave men and women are going to search for the dragons nest. IF we destroy the nest, they will all leave, find a new place to live."

"Yes dad, that is all fine and dandy, but we have sent expeditions like that before, and so rarely do people come back. What if you were to die out there? You are going to fight the dragons on their turf. They will have the advantage."

"Then you will have to become chief, and lead this village on."

Loa chuckled. "Nice one dad, you almost had me there for a second."

"This is serious business, Loa. I would never joke about such a thing."

"Really? But... I'm only seventeen years old. I'm not old enough to run the village."

"Then pray to the gods for my return." Stoick said and turned around and started to walk. But then he came to a halt and gave Loa a pleading gaze. "And please, in the arena, look after Hiccup for me. He is still a young one, learning his place"

That sentence brought so much anger to Loa. After the incident with the nightfury, his anger was like a fiery hot dagger plunged into his back. The words his father just uttered was if someone took the knife and twisted it inside him. He was still furious with Hiccup and he did not see that anger subsiding any time soon. But his father now stood here and gave him direct orders to protect him. Despite his anger, how could he refuse?

"I will father. Know that when you return home, Hiccup will be in perfect health and in presentable shape." Loa said with a forced smile.

Stoick grinned. "Thanks, son. I knew I could put my faith in you." and with that they went their separate ways. Stoick to the harbor and Loa back home.

When he got back inside, he could tell that Hiccup had escaped upstairs. And he didn't see the point in waking him up now just to lecture him. That time would come soon enough. Loa groaned and made his way to his own bad chamber, which was right next to Stoick's. Tomorrow would be their first dragon training lesson. He needed to be rested for that.

He tucked himself into bed and slowly drifted off to sleep. The comforting darkness around him in compination with the warm furs that covered him and with the soothing sound of the crashing waves as they and the night creatures sung their own little lullaby to him. Within minutes he was off to the land of dreams. Dreams of heroism, granduer and above all, no Hiccup.


	3. Chapter 3

The hour was late. It was a peaceful night, the night animals did their little nightly sounds who Loa, found ever so relaxing together with the sound of crashing waves against the cliffside. The night had certainly started off well on good old Berk. An island of vikings who spent their time doing vikingy things. Fishing, trading, plundering. Or at least that is what they all would do if they had more time for it. But sadly, much of their time is devoted handling the pests. While most places bitch and moans about rats or insects, the Berkians suffer from a family of creatures known as-

A large explosion from the outside woke the Haddock family up. Stoick was up first and immediately rushed out to confront the threat outside. Hiccup followed suit and took a look out for a second just before he closed it to block out a gout of fire.

"Dragons" Loa hissed.

Loa picked up his helmet adorned with Deadly Nadder horns and grabbed his trusty old mace. He equipped his leather chest piece over his muscular frame, steel wristbands on his well built arms and gave a stroke to his three-days beard before heading out to combat with Hiccup.

Both he and Hiccup ran out the house and hurried to their decided positions. Hiccup went to the smithy to fix the weapons of the other vikings and Loa gathered up with a small group of other young vikings which held the duty of putting out the fires that the dragons made.

"Morning young ones" Loa greeted and joined them in filling the buckets with water. He looked around to make sure that everyone was present.

They had the fighting blonde, Astrid Hofferson, whom Loa considered just about the only one fit to challenge him to a duel.

They also had Ruffnut and Tuffnut, the destructive and air headed twins.

Then there was Fishlegs, the morbidly obese, clumsy and untalented boy whose basically only redeeming quality was his knowledge of dragons. He is like the book of dragons, the walking edition!

And finally, there was Snotlout. A brash, dim witted and bragging boy who is too cocky for his own good. And the only viking which Loa would call a friend.

"Don't be so condescending" Astrid replied. "You are only two years older than us" she said as she stacked up the buckets.

"I am, which makes you younger than me"

Astrid was about to retort but was interrupted as the night was suddenly strongly lit up as a house was set on fire.

"FIRE! Get moving everyone!" Astrid shouted, grabbing a bucket and rushing to action.

"You heard the lass, move your asses" Loa exclaimed.

Together they all grabbed a bucket of their own and tried to put out the fire. Another building caught flames and Loa ordered Snotlout and the twins to take care of it.

Loa's blood was pumping and adrenalin rushed through his body as he witnessed the ongoing raid. And all while he was working his damnedest to put out the burning houses, he got glimpses of vikings slaying dragons left and right. He saw Spitelout strangle a deadly nadder, Phlegma bashing a Hideous Zippleback with her mace and he was pretty sure that he saw his father, for just a moment, tear off a Gronckles head.

Things was going well in the early morning, the houses were being put out, dragons were being slain and no viking casualties. But everything changed when the crowning jewel of dragons attacked.

It was so sudden you barely had a chance to react. Loa was tossing water when it came. The sound was enough to make him freeze on the spot. That horrible shriek sent shivers down his spine. "NIGHT FURY" some viking yelled. "Take cover". And before he knew it, there was a flash of light, a great explosion and the catapult tower came crashing down.

No one had ever seen or fought it before. Because no sane man or woman would ever dare to confront it.

Many vikings ran to take positions were they could better hide from the wrath of the Night Fury, giving many dragons the chance to grab their livestock and other resources.

Loa put out the last bit of fire on a house when he saw Hiccup running down the village with some weird wheelbarrow looking thing. "What is he doing out of the forge?" Loa groaned. He was about to follow after until he heard a scream.

"AHH!" someone yelled. Loa turned around and saw a viking being pushed down by a monstrous nightmare, his hands the only thing that keeps its jaws from clamping down on him.

"Hold on!" Loa exclaimed and grabbed his mace from the table with buckets. He ran forward as fast as he could, his mace held high.

When he was close enough he gave a strong whack to the head. The dragon reeled back and shook it's head around. He took his chance and bashed it yet again. The dragon roared in anger and went for Loa with jaws wide open. The viking he had saved came to his aid and tried to decapitate the beast with his axe, but its hard scales barely took a dent from the attack by the exhausted viking. The dragon hissed and took flight away from the fight.

"Whew, I though it had me there for a minute. Thanks for the rescue, kid. You are making Stoick proud!" the viking said.

"Don't mention it, but you should probably seek cover. We don't know when that cursed Night Fury will strike again"

"Truer words has never been spoken. Take care of yourself kid"

Loa now hurried off to Hiccup, praying that harm had not yet befallen him. He quickly found him at the edge of a cliff pointing a catapult/crossbow out, aiming for seemingly nothing. "Come on, give me something to shoot at"

"Hiccup!" Loa exclaimed. Hiccup turned around to meet his brother with nervous eyes. "Please don't tell dad" Hiccup begged.

"Freya's tits, Hiccup! What in Odin's great name do you think you are doing?"

"I'm finally gonna do it. I'm finally going to kill a dragon. And with this thing" he gestured towards his invention. "I'll finally be able to do it"

Loa sighed. "Hiccup-" He was interrupted by a familiar shriek. Another flash of light appeared and for just a quick moment he could see a shadow fly by. It wasn't all that big, but it was the fastest dragon he had ever seen. With the sound of the creations launch and Hiccups fall, a roar was heard as it crashed into the woods. _Did... Did he just..._

"Woho, I did it, did anyone see that?" Hiccup asked no one in particular.

Loa heard a growl from behind and slowly turned. "Um, I think he did". The monstrous nightmare from before stood there, growling and hatred burning in its eyes. "Run, Hiccup. Run!"

They ran towards the heart of the village, hoping for any sort of help. Loa held off the Monstrous Nightmare to the best of his ability, which sadly, was not much without proper training. The best thing he could do was to keep the Nightmare at a distance while he and Hiccup made their way towards the heart of Berk, where there would most likely be stronger and more experienced vikings.

Soon they were close to the center and the Nightmare was catching up to them. Loa tried to deliver another blow to the dragon, but it had learned from the earlier ones. It reeled back and then quicker than a viper it bit down on the mace and tossed it away.

Now Loa was not simply afraid. He was terrified. He turned on the heel and picked up Hiccup as he made a run for it. He held Hiccup close as he hid behind the great wooden pillar. He could feel the hairs on his body burn as the Nightmare coated the pillar with its fire. It collapsed, revealing the two young lads that were covering for their lives.

The Monstrous Nightmare relished the moment as it slowly made its way towards them, licking its scaly lips as it got closer. And with a mighty roar, they thought it was all over.

Then as they heard a loud yelp they realized that the roar was not from a dragon. They turned to where the Nightmare stood and now between it and them stood their father. Even if Thor himself had descended from the heavens it wouldn't have given off such a calming feeling as the sight of his father, standing like a wall in front of them, ready to take anything that the dragon had to give and dish out even more.

With a growl, the dragon intended to spray him with a gout of fire. Stoick stood... well, stoically in front of the dragon. But instead of a fiery inferno, there was only a small burp and some fiery spittle. It shrunk in its place, looking at Stoick pitifully.

"Out of fire" Said Stoick and delivered a few more powerful punches and kicks to the massive dragon. As the dragon realized that it was a lost fight it took flight and flew away from the battle. And with it, so did every other dragon seem to leave as well.

Every eye turned towards the two cowering boys. Or more specifically, Hiccup. The two lads got back up on their feet and turned to face the looks of the entire village. But one look stood out form the rest. The others looked at Hiccup with anger, but not Stoick. His gaze was filled with disappointment.

"Sorry, dad" was the sole thing Hiccup said as he separated from his brother.

_Ok Hiccup, you are already on thin ice, like paper-thin-soon-about-to-drown-and-freeze-thin. So what ever you do, dont say anything stupid. For the love of the gods, don't say anything-_

"Atleast I shot down a Night Fury"

_Stupid. _Thought Loa.

Stoick promptly grabbed Hiccup and started pulling him back to the house. "No no, dad, swear I hit one. It landed somewhere off in the wood. If we organize a search party we can-"

"Stop" Stoick exclaimed. "Just, stop. Wherever you go, disaster follows. Winter is coming and I have to help keeping my people fed"

"To be perfectly honest, dad, don't you think the people could use a little less food?"

"This is not a joke, Hiccup! Why can't you ever follow simple directions" Stoick asked, growing more agitated by the seconds passing.

"I-I cant help it, dad. When I see a dragon I just have to... kill it, you know. That's who I am, dad"

Stoick let out a sigh. "You are many things, Hiccup, but a dragon slayer is not one of them" Stoick said, obviously hurting Hiccup's feelings. Hiccup turned to Loa, hoping that he would help him somehow. Maybe stand up for him, say something to help his case.

Loa caught this look and tried to pretend like it was nothing. What was he supposed to do? Say that Hiccup had indeed shot down a Night Fury? The very idea was ludicrous. But at the same time, he couldn't just let his brother take the brunt of this without doing something to help, no matter how insignificant it might be. And there was only one thing he could think of that might help.

"Dad, wait" Loa called out. A she spoke he could see a small grin spreading on Hiccup's face. "I don't believe that he actually hit a Night Fury". As he said this the whole town nodded in agreement while Hiccup looked at him like: "Are you kidding me?". "But I know for a fact that he definitely hit something and that it did crash into the woods. Let me accompany him into the forest and try to find this thing"

The whole town murmured. "I dont know, Loa" Said Stoick. "It could be dangerous"

Loa shook his head carelessly. "I saw at which height and speed it flew as he shot that thing. It is not possible that that thing could actually survive that fall. If we find it, it's gonna be dead. We'll just collect its head and bring it back as proof"

Stoick pondered this for a moment and looked around the village to see what the people thought. The whole village seemed to be all for the idea. As long as they get rid of Hiccup for an hour or two. And ultimately, he relented. "Very well. You may go" he said as he let go of Hiccup.

Loa tugged at Hiccup's jacket and motioned for him to follow him back to the house. "Come, let's go find an axe and then your dragon"

The two young vikings trudged endlessly through the great and thick woods. Over his shoulder, Loa carried a mighty axe with little effort and to his left was his growingly frustrated brother who continuously made small x's on his little map over the island. They had searched nonstop for hours after his dragon but their search seemed to be for naught. Hiccup made another x on his map and then started to scribble in his small book in frustration and slammed it shut. "Great. This is just great" Groaned Hiccup.

Loa gave him a pat on the back. "Come on now, little man. I'm sure that we will soon find it"

"I'm starting to doubt it. Most vikings lose their cup or their axe but not me. I lose an entire dragon". In a small fit of rage he decided to take out his anger on a nearby branch which resulted in quick retaliation from the tree. Loa just stood there and chuckled at his little brother's misfortune. "The gods do not seem to favor you this day"

Hiccup was about to make a retort until he saw something. Broken branches and a plowed up path that led down a hill, as if something had crashed here. "Loa!" he cried out.

Loa looked at where Hiccup was looking and saw what it was that had gotten him so excited. He could not deny that he too was feeling a bit excited over the prospect that Hiccup was soon about to kill his own dragon. Or at least claim what was left of it.

They followed the path downwards until they came across something Loa could never have expected. A dragon unlike anything he had ever seen before. It was relatively small, medium sized at best for a dragon. Couldn't be more than six, maybe seven meters long. It was jet black with a pair of massive, tied together, wings. His gaze followed further down its tail and noticed that it lacked one tail fin. _It must have been torn off when it crashed_. He thought. He looked up and saw that Hiccup was staring at the dragon's head. Or to be more specific. He looked into its eye. Its devilish green, catlike eye.

"It can not be. The Night Fury? You actually shot down the Night Fury?" Loa asked in disbelief.

But Hiccup did not seem to hear him. He saw completely entranced by the dragon's gaze. Loa gave Hiccup a nudge which snapped him out of it. Loa extended the axe to Hiccup. "Go ahead, Hiccup. Prove to everyone that you are a real viking"

Hiccup took the axe in his hands, struggling to hold it up. "Ok dragon, I'm going to... I'm going to cut your head off. And then I'm going to bring it back to dad. I am a viking. I AM A VIKING!"

Loa backed off a bit as Hiccup raised the axe high. But just as he was about to dish out the killing blow, he stopped. They looked down at the dragon. It closed its eyes and laid its head to rest. Was it giving in? Was it simply accepting it's fate, just like that?

_Maybe it knows that it is over and that there is nothing it can do. Still, this is something I have never seen before._

Now it was Loa's turn tog get lost in the dragon's features. There he stood, silently wishing that if there was such a thing as a valhalla for dragons, then he desired for this dragon to go there. This moment proved that it was more than a mere beast. It was a true warrior on the field and it understood when it was defeated. "Rest in peace, you glorious creature"

_SNAP!_

Loa snapped out of his mental state and looked down at Hiccup to see him cutting up the ropes that bound the dragon down.

"HICCUP! NO!" Loa shouted, reaching out to hinder his foolish brother. But before he could reach him, the dragon pounced on them. It used its great wing to shove Loa aside, now standing over Hiccup with a furious glint in its eyes.

Loa looked around for something to use and saw the axe he had handed to Hiccup. He grabbed it in his meaty hands and raised it high, crying out a hellish scream as he intended to decapitate the black nightmare.

Before he could come close enough, the dragon turned to face Loa and launched a purple blast to the axe. The explosion that ensued shattered the axe and the force of the blast pushed Loa down to the ground again, hopelessly watching as the dragon closed in on Hiccups face, inch by inch.

It opened its maw and inside was a row of sharp teeth that would soon tear into his little brothers flesh. It reared it's head back and then launched forward, roaring a might roar in Hiccup's face and ran off.

Minutes passed of them just staring into the trees of which behind the Night Fury had escaped. Slowly, ever so slowly, they pulled themselves back up on their feet. Loa tore his gaze from the distance and looked towards his intact brother who stared back at him.

Then everything changed in an instant. Worried gazes turned into looks of pure, unadulterated rage. Loa stamped forward until he came face to face with Hiccup. He pushed him down to the ground.

Hiccup looked up at Loa with fear. "L-Loa... please" he begged in vain.

Loa brought his fist up and punched down as hard as he could.

Hiccup flinched. But when he noticed the lack of pain he looked around. He looked to his left to see that Loa's fist had collided with the hill he was laying on. He looked back up at Loa, some of his anger faded, but not all.

"This" he growled and gestured towards the entire area and to himself. "is the last time you ever receive any help from me". And with that he stormed off, with Hiccup keeping at least a total of twenty feet away from him.


End file.
